THE    NATURE    OF    TRUTH

search the hotel library for a Wodehouse I had often
read before or a Tauchnitz Elinor Glyn. I had a small
attache case with me as well as my large trunk; I remem-
bered cramming papers into it as I left the train. So I
reluctantly got out of bed, fetched the case, detached
(with difficulty) the lock, undid two straps and unveiled
the contents.

"There were two evening papers, bought at twelve
o'clock on Tuesday morning, dated at five o'clock on
Tuesday evening and definitely the worse for wear on
Wednesday night. There was an Illustrated London News.
I had read it through: coloured pictures of the latest-
discovered head-dresses of Queens of Ur and the latest-
found pots from Peru. Odds and ends also there were;
but, at the bottom of the pile, there was Truth"

"Good God, Jack!" exclaimed Aubrey. "You don't
mean you still take up Truth?"

"I don't see how that can concern you," I said. "I
remember it longer than you can! My mother must have
introduced it to my infant notice at about the same time
as she tried to make me understand whist, solo-whist,
euchre, nap, the poetry of Longfellow and Scott, and
Racine. Being young (and I expect you to remember
this, too), I did not relate the cover to the contents. On
the cover was the figure which you can still see there;
inside, after the accounts of royal movements. Admiralty
improvements, Indian army promotions and questions
about the law, there were paragraphs (and occasionally
leaders) about crooked company-promoters, money-
lenders, reverend bogus-charity swindlers, which fas-
cinated me then and fascinate me still. But I never
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